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MARIA ARNOLD. 
(Continued from page 154.) 

WHEN the poignancy of grief was 
abated, I mingled my tears with the 
honest farmer’s, whose sensibility of 
heart, the genuine effusion of pity and 
afection, had strongly impressed me in 
his favour. I spent the night under his 
roof, and in the morning, bidding him 
a melancholy farewell, I rode on to 
Ruysd—le, with an intention of seeing 
my afflicted friend, and of being pre- 
sent at the awful ceremony ; for in the 
state of mind I was then in, “it was a 
pensive luxury I would not have fore- 
gone On any consideration. 

When I came within sight of the par- 
sonage, my sensations nearly overcame 
me. Here, I once fondly hoped to 
have found the same domestic felicity 
and contentment I had formerly expe- 
rienced; but mark the mutability of 
human bliss ! ‘This spot, so lately the 
abode of happiness and of innocence, 
now appeared the seat of silence and of 
solitude, of sorrow and of death. Scarce 
had I resolution to approach the house: 
for although I well knew the resigna- 
tion and the piety of Arnold, yet I 
dreaded to recal those scenes, the re- 

collection of which would only give 
edge to his sufferings, and fresh misery 
to his painful task. The villagers were 
assembled on the green, dressed in their 
neatest clothes, and those who could af- 
ford it, in black.—There was not a 
whisper heard among them; the tear 
tolled down their honest cheeks, and 
on their features dwelt the sentiments 
of pity and regret. A lane was formed 
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for me as I passed along; we inter- 


changed not a word; I cast my eyes 


upon the ground, they wept aloud. I 


was so much affected I could scarce sit 


upon my horse, and leaving it at a 


small cottage w hen I got through them, 

I went to the parsonage on foot. I en- 
tered, and meeting a servant in the hall, 
he pointed to the parlour and retired. 


I advanced towards it: the door was 
half open, and, sliding softly in, a spec- 
tacle presented itself whose impression 
will never be erased from my memory. 

In the middle of the room was placed 
the coffin of Maria: the lid was taken 
off, and beside it, in his robes, knelt the 
unfortunate Frederick Arnold. Maria’s 
lifeless hand was locked in his, and on 
her clay-cold corse was fixed his stream- 
ing eyes. A considerable shade was 
thrown over the room, the windows 
looking upon the green being closed up, 
but through the garden window the 
sun broke in, and shone full upon the 
features of Arnold; his countenance 
was pale, languid, but remarkably inte- 
resting, and received a peculiar degree 
ae cage ession from the tint of the morn 
ing light; and his hair, which had early 
heodune white, was scattered in thin 
portions over his temples and forehead. 

I stood impressed with awe, my soul 
was filled with compassion, and I wish- 
ed to indulge my sorrow; but as Ar- 
nold did not perceive me, I thought it 
best not to interrupt him, and was 
therefore going to retire, when sudden- 
ly rising up, he exclaimed, ‘* Farewell, 
my Maria! thou that wert the solace 


of my age, farewell! Oh, if thy unem- 
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bodied spirit still hovers o’er this scene 
of things, be present to thy afflicted fa- 
ther; pour comfort in his wounded bo- 
som: sure to do this will be thy para- 
dise, Maria, and sure thou hast met 
with thy reward. What if unavailing 
regret still tortures this distracted heart, 
still brings thy injured form to view, 
yet, through the mercies of my God, 
will I look forward with hope ;—I will 
meet thee, O my daughter, in heaven. 
God of mercies hear me!” “ He will, 
he will, thou good old man,” I cried, 
‘he will listen to thy prayer.” Arnold 
started ; “ Isit thou, my son?” he said ; 
and falling upon my neck he wept; 
then presently recovering himself, he 
advanced with composure towards the 
coffin :—--—"* Come hither,” he cried, 
‘‘ and view the remains of fallen inno- 
cence and beauty: see, my son, what 
one step from rectitude of conduct has 
produced ; see the unfortunate Maria.” 
~~ advanced, and, kneeling down, 
kissed the pale hand of Maria: a sweet 
serenity dwelt upon her features, and 
she seemed to be asleep. I would have 
spoken, but I could not: I sighed ina 
convulsive manner, for the tumult of 
my spirits quite oppressed me; and 
Arnold, observing this, seized my arm, 
and, ordering the coffin to be screwed 


down, conveyed me into another room. 
(To be continued in our next. ) 
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KUDIMENTS OF TASTE, anda POLITE FEMALE 
EDUCATION. 


Letter 2-—DPILIGENGCE & APPLICATION, 


Hitherto, my dear girls, you have 
obeyed the impulse of nature, in the 
artless pursuits of childhood; but the 
time is at hand, when this sweet tran- 
quillity will be interrupted by the bus- 
tle of the world, which will not longer 
permit you to repose in the simple 
amusements of dressing dolls, pursuing 
butterflies, or plucking flowers. Sweet 
dear delights of innocence: on which 
as you climl the rugged heights of life, 
you will look back with fond regret. 

But we are not born for ourselves 
alone; and therefore we have duties to. 
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perform, obligations to discharge, 4, 
difficulties to encounter ; in the course 
of which, many a severe check is give 
to the happiness which we all so » 
| some seck; and the desire of it eye, 
acquires strength by the repulse; aj 
its final acquirement greatly depend; 
upon the cultivation of the mind, an 
the practice of our moral and religioys 
duty; for the Creator has not bee 
wanting to provide a happiness exalted 
as the mind itself can conceive; by 
mankind errs in the pursuit of it ; some 
placing it in riches, some in power, 
scarcely any supposing it to be wher 
it really is—in the practice of virtue 
and religion. But so exalted and re. 
fined a turn of sentiment is never the 
production of ignorance. It is only in 
cultivated minds we must look for it; 
for the prime fruits of virtue grow not 
in the soil that has never been broken 
up by moral imstruction. 

Do you value the acquisition of 
knowledge—then never forget that it 
can be Obtained only by diligence and 
active industry. Habits of indolence 
are destructive of every valuable attain- 
ment, and they are as much so of hap- 
piness, as they are known to be of vir- 
tue. 

An accomplished character, has so 
many charms, that nothing need be 
said to induce you to wish, at least, for 
its attaimment. Yet much application 
must render that wish effectual—a re- 
flection, however, that should excite 
your emulation, rather than desponden- 
cy-—trivial acquirements may content 
the indolent and timid, but the arduous 
and difficult are the proper aim of ele- 
vated minds. Courage belongs not to 
the warrior alone—it is as often found 
in the closet as in the field. 

That resolution which is necessary 
for every valuable purpose of life, is 
the fruit only of active minds, and was 
never found with indolence and sloth ; 
—<determine therefore to conquer every 
tendency to an inactive temper. When- 
ever you feel in yourselves an inapti- 
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tude for doing what necessarily ought 
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AND LITERARY 


» be done, rouze that moment, or you 
vill give ground to an enemy the most 
destructive to happiness and virtue ; 
and who once entrenched, is hard to 
be dislodged. Never defer-to the next 
hour, that which should be the business 
of the present. ‘ Whatever thy hand 
éndeth to do, do it, with all thy might,” 
aid a very wise man many hundred 
years ago; indeed there is no precept 
throughout the sacred writings, incul- 


cated with greater energy than this of|| P 


diligence. Itis the soul of virtue—the 
foundation of honour and afftuence. 
THE COTTAGE. 

Sweet pliability of the affections! 
that takes the barb from the dart of 
misfortune, and shapes the mind to its 
allotment! “ f have been master of a 
palace,” said Honorious; “ and now 
my only habitation is a cottage. ‘Troops 
of liveried slaves then obeyed my nod: 
and my sheep alone are now obedient 
tome. ‘The splendid board is exchang- 
ed for the fruits that the earth yields 
tomy own labour ; and the rarest juice 
of the vintage is succeeded by the sim- 
ple beverage of the fountain. 

“But am I less happy in this nook, 
where my ill fortune has placed me, 
than when I passed my laughing youth 
in the gaudy bowers of prosperity? If 
I am not soothed by flattery, I am not 
wounded by ingratitude. Hf I feel not 
the conscious pride of superior life, I 
am not the object of calumniating envy ; 
and I am now too far removed into the 
shade, for scorn to point its finger at 
me. ‘Tears 1 have none; and hopes, 
there is my consolation! there is the 
source of my joys, and the cure of my 
sorrows: they no longer rest on vam, 
idle, fallacious objects—on private 
friendship, or public justice : they have 
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shades its soft lustre on the female 
mind. I am pleaséd when I behold 
woman in such lights and shades of 
soul, temper and disposition, as nature 
has originally formed her in. Were I 


to select a fair 
‘* For solid friendship and connubial love,” 


it should be her, who, reared in seclu- 
sion, was the genuine child of nature 
and simplicity ; whose spotless mind 
had never received an unfavourable im- 
ression from the follies of a fashiona- 
ble world. 


ANECDOTES. 
It is well known that the name of Nicholas 
has been generally abbreviated into Nich. An 


New Jersey, made it a practice, on holidays, 
to go among the gentry, begging. One Christ- 
mas Morning, meeting Nicholas G———~-, he 
thus accosted him: -‘ Good morning, Massa 
CG——e—, wish you melly Clrissmas. Please to 
gib poor negur sis pence dis morning.” Mr. G——— 
(who well knew the ro, but determined to 
have a little fun) replied, with some degree of 
sternness, ‘* Who are you,”—‘* Massa no snow 
me,” answered the negro. “ My name Harry, 
dey call me ole Harry.””—~** Old Harry ?” says 
Mr. G———, “ they call the devil old Harry.” 
——‘* Yes Massa,’ replied the negro, “ some- 
times ole Harry,—sometimes ole Nick.” Mr. 
G » was so well pleased with the repar- 
tee, that he gave the negro a dollar. 
— 

Over the office-door of a certain attorney, 
was aptly placed, one night, a sign taken frora 
the door of a neighbouring Turner—All kinds 
of TURNING and TWISTING done here by 
J mB s. 








—— +e 
Fontaine the lawyer, and Sam. Foote, once 
dining together at the castle at Richmond, had 
a goose, and in picking the bones, the lawyer 
had so greased his muzzard, that the comedian 
rang the bell, and on the waiter appearing, de- 
sired to know who had the kitchen stuff? 
‘‘ The scullion, sir,” was the reply; “ why 
then,” added Foote, ‘send her up this mo- 
ment with a wet dishclout, to wipe this gen- 
tleman’s face, or she will lose half her perqui- 
sites.” 
ate 








now a more durable foundation, they 


rest on Heaven !” 
EO eee 
SIMPLICITY OF MIND. 
I am an admirer of simplicity. 
I never feel a greater impulse to pay 


Three gentlemen being to sup at a tavern, 
one of them wished for partridges, a brace 
were brought, and he who had ordered them 
was requested to divide them; which he ac- 
cordingly did, by taking one to his own plate, 


ar - 


But and leaving the other for his friends. “*Stop,” 


cried one of them, this is an unequal division !* 
‘“* Not so,” replied he, “ shere is one Jor you two, 


when. it || and one for- me tea 


old negro, by the name of Harry, who lived im - 
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DIRGE, 
On the Death of captain Lawrence: sung upon the 
fourth of Fuly. 
Hark from the main the voice of glory, 
Floats upon the encrimson’d wave ! 
Valour weeps the blood stain’d story, 
Valour weeps the bold, the brave ! 
Hapless Lawrence, great as daring, 
Pity heaves for thee the sigh ; 
Dauniless soul of nought despairing, 
Fix'd,—to conquer or to die ! 
O’er thy head, no boast exulting 
Told a blushing deed of shame ; 
O’er thy grave, no fiend insulting 
Veil’d the honours of thy name: 
No pale fear, thy spirit bleaching 
E’er shall cause the cheek to burn ; 
No false heart, thy worth impeaching, 
Twine pollution round thy urn : 
There the sacred laurel ever, 
Ever shall expand its wreath ; 
Thou to be forgotren! never— 
Till this world shall sleep in death. 





OE > 
TO MISS ANNB ‘ 
Blooming as the blush of morning, ' 


Bright as sol’s meridian ray, 
Wilt thou still, my passion scorning, 
Love with cruelty repay ? 
Tho’ awbile the tempest rages, 
Tho’ against resounding shores, 
Fiercest war old ocean wages, 
And tremendous thunde: roars ; 
Yet again the thunder ceases ; 
Tempests by degrees subside ; 
And, as ocean’s rage decreases, 
Smoother flows the briny tide. 
Torn by fear, and bope contending, 
My poor breast enjoys no calm 
Wilt thou still, my bosom rending,’ 
Give the wound, but not the balm ? 
If, thy heart to pity callous, 
Nancy! scorns my humble lot, 
Know, that light’ning blasts the palace, 
Whilst it spares the humble cot. 
But should queens cheir sceptres profer, 
Crowds obsequious bend the knee, 
I would scorn the glittering offer— 
What are crowns compar’d to thee! 


er 


ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT SOW, 
A mother’s anguish cites the plaintive lay, 
Invokes the tr:buce of impassion’d sighs ; 
Distilling dew-drops wash the breathless clay, 
And mem’ry points where lov’d Philander lies. 
Ah! hope delusive! ere the blooming child, 
A short’ned space inhal’d the vital air, 
A span—a moment, lov’d Philander smil’d, 


Then fled forever from parental care. 
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The mandate hastens—quick it wings its 4; bs 
And severs the attenuated thread, Bn, 
Involves a mother’s hopes in gloomy night 
Her rising joy, her early hope is fled. ’ 

A smiling cherub lost !—-No more we trace 
With sweet emotion all his features o’er, 
No more with rapture view the angel face, 
His sainted spirit views a happier shore !|~ 


<2. +a 


ODE TO HOPE. 
Sweet, soothing Hope ! celestial treasure | 
Heavenly, self-illumin’d fair ! 
Halt-kindling, half-expiring pleasure 
Owns thy aid, and claims thy care. 
As the furious storm descending, 
Turgid billows swell the sea ; 
So my quivering soul depending, 
Keeps, or quits her orb with thee. 
Ah! why unclasp thy silver pinions, 
Dear precious refuge! last and best? 
Still be my heart thy sure dominions, 
Still moor thine anchor in my breast. 
— +o 
THE GARLAND—<A Sonnet. 
A garland for my Laura twine, 
A chaplet for my fair, 
And let each fragrant flower combine 
Lo deck ber flowing hair. 
Let the honey-suckle bloom 
Blend with the cowslip sweet, 
And let the hyacinth have room 
To render all complete. 
With daisies and the eglantine, 
The rose and lily bring ; 
Likewise the fragrant jessamine 
With violets of the spring— 
But as for me I still must wear 
The willow emblem cf despair ! 
ie ( Ge 
TO OLIVIA. 
Sweet songstress of the vale, I sing, 
Thy merit unadorn’d and pure ; 
From the Pierian vocal spring 
It comes and will perforce endure— 
Still tune the harp, the charming lay 
Must still instruct and please the ear, 
| Still vivify the ling’ring day— 
'O may Olivia oft appear. 


ne + Gane 





EPITAPH ON A SEXTON. 
However strange it may appear 
It cannot be denied, 
It is a paradox most clear, 


By death he lived and died. 
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